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One 


Author's Notes: 

Andy, for you, and for all that wanted to know what happened when they talked, my thanks for the 
encouragement to actually write what | thought was impossible for me. You've brought me to a new level as a 
writer, and for that | am forever in debt to you all. And please, | would love to know what you think. 


"Harry!" 
Steve stopped in front of the door, turning and waiting for Bruce to catch up to him. 


"If you have some time, | thought once we get settled we can go down to the hotel bar and have a few pints, 


maybe talk about things." 


"I fink it's a good idea Bruce. Lemme frow me fings in ‘ere and give a quick call ‘ome and I'll meet you in say 
‘arf an ‘our?" 


"Right, give me time to do the same. See you then" 


Steve nodded and opened the door, walking into the room and dropping his bag next to the bed. Taking a seat, 
he leaned back on the headboard and grabbed his mobile, flipping it open and relaxing as he pressed the 
memory keys that placed the call home. Waiting for the call to go through, he thought ahead to the 
conversation with Bruce. He hoped they could clear the air once and for all; things had been better since their 
vacations, but still, it would be to everyone's relief if they could find their way back to the easy friendship 
they used to have. His face creased in a smile as he thought about the vacation, his hand sliding into his jacket 
pocket and toying with the ring he'd kept as a memento from his time off. He'd have to ask Bruce exactly 
what his had been, see if it came close to what he had experienced. Ringing on the other end of the phone 
snapped his mind back to the present, his hand leaving the ring in his pocket. 


Bruce tossed his bag on the bed and grabbed a bottle of water from the mini bar before dropping into a chair 
and flipping open his mobile. He tapped the phone on his chin, wondering if any good would come from this 
meeting with Harry, or if there had been too much between them to ever get things back to where they had 
been. He had to admit he missed the days when they'd all had so much in common, strange how in growing up 
they'd grown so far apart. Not all of them, but with Harry.. he had been different since he came back, much 
more able to let things go but there was still that underlying current of tension between them. Bruce 
shrugged and hit the memory on his phone, bringing it to his ear and holding it with his shoulder as he twisted 
the cap off the bottle. A few pints and maybe, just maybe, they could remember what fun this whole bloody 


business could be. 

Thirty minutes later Bruce walked through the door of the hotel bar, eyes searching for his band mate. Seeing 
Steve sitting at a small table in the corner, he stopped at the bar long enough to order a pint, taking a sip 
from the glass as he went to join the bassist. Steve looked up, flashing him a grin as he sat down. 

"So ‘ow are fings at ‘ome?" 

"Ah, the usual. Yours?" 


"Fine." 


Steve's fingers toyed with the wine glass in front of him. Bruce rubbed his hands on his jeans, trying to think 
of some way to start. Several minutes passed before they both spoke at once. 


‘Steve. 

"Bruce... 

They both laughed 
"You first mate." 


"Right. Everything up front and honest then?" 


Steve leaned back in his chair, eyes narrowing. 

"Fink it's best to be." 

"Right then. Look, Harry, when | left Maiden | did it for the right reasons. Things were bad, and | wasn't happy 
with the direction the band was taking. | had things | wanted to do on my own and | didn't see where Maiden fit 
into the plan. So | left. Never thought I'd be coming back mind you, and | might have said some things that 
stung a bit..." 

Steve sat forward. 


"A bit? A bleedin’ bit? Fuck Bruce, you said fings tha’ | couldn't belief came out yer bleedin’ mouf!" 


| know that Harry, and I'm not saying | was right in what | said, but | was angry and more than a bit hurt by 


the way you reacted to me deciding to leave." 


"And ‘ow was | supposed to react? Bludi ‘ell Bruce, | fought we ‘ad more than the band! We were friends 


y'know? And you not only trashed me band, you trashed me!" 

"You didn't exactly take the high road Harry! | recall some things you said being a bit under the line as well 
And | think this is still part of what the problem is between us now. We've never talked about any of this, 
even when | agreed to come back, we just pushed it aside and made the stupid mistake of thinking we could 
ignore it all and it would just go away. But it hasn't gone away; it's festered and grown to the point we're at 
now. And we're right back at each other's fucking throats!" 

Neither man noticed their voices had risen, drawing looks from the other patrons. 

"For fuck's sake Bruce! You fink | like fightin’ wiv you all the bludi time?" 

"No Harry | don't! And | don't like fighting with you all the fucking time either!" 

"Excuse me gentlemen?" 

"WoR!" 

The waitress took a step back, looking nervously between the two men. 

"Could you keep it down a little please?" 


Bruce rose, grabbing his wallet. 


"Fuck this, if we're going to have this out, lets go upstairs." 


He opened the wallet and grabbed several notes, throwing them on the table. Steve rose as well, giving a nod to 
the waitress and storming out the door, Bruce close at his heels. Waiting for the lift, they stared at each 
other. When the doors slipped open they stepped inside, Steve jabbing the button for their floor. As the doors 
slid closed, he swung around when Bruce started to chuckle. 


"Wot's so fuckin’ funny?" 


"Nothing, well, actually something. Wonder how many of the people in there thought they were witnessing a 


lover's quarrel?" 

Steve's jaw dropped open. Thinking back to what had been said he snorted, grinning at the singer. 

"Did ‘arf sound like it." 

Getting off the lift, they walked down the hall, stopping outside Steve's room. 

"Come on mate, we'll go in ‘ere." 

Steve used his key card and stepped into the room, holding the door for Bruce to walk past him. Throwing the 
card on the dresser, he walked over to the mini bar and opened the small fridge, pulling out a bottle of wine. 
Turning back to Bruce, he held it up and raised an eyebrow. Bruce nodded, dropping into one of the chairs and 
watching as Steve opened the wine and poured two glasses, bringing the bottle with him as came back to take 
a seat. He handed one of the glasses to Bruce and set the bottle on the table before he sat down. Bruce 
studied Steve for a minute before speaking, his soft voice filled with sadness. 


"We're never going to be able to talk about this without screaming at each other are we?" 


Steve shrugged, leaning forward and resting his elbows on his knees, twirling the glass of wine between his 
fingers. 


"| fink we need to. It's ‘ard y'know? You were part of me family Bruce, and all of a sudden you decided the 


family wasn’ good enuff for you any more. An it ‘urt and it made me really fuckin’ mad. And maybe | still am." 


"It wasn't meant to be like that Steve. And for whatever it's worth, | was scared half to death over walking 


away. My career, my family, my friends; | knew | stood a chance of losing it all." 
"You did alright." 


"Not really. Well, | did, after all, Im damn good at what | do." 


Steve snorted, turning his eyes up to look at Bruce with a wry smile. 


"Never said you weren't" 

Bruce set his glass on the table and leaned forward. 

If | hadn't walked away when | did what little relationship we had left would have been destroyed irreparably 
and you know it. And | did think about what it was going to cost me as far as my friendships within Maiden 
went Harry, and that was the hardest thing to walk away from. And when | agreed to come back, | knew it 
wasn't going to be easy to find those again. But | did find them with Nicko, Dave and Jan, but | don't think 
you've decided | can be trusted enough yet to let me back in with you. Fuck, even Adrian has had less of a 
time with you than | have, and he's been gone even longer!" 


"| can't make it ‘appen Bruce." 


"You bloody well can! We're different now, older and smarter, or at least | hope we are. But until you give a 


bit, we're never going to be able to find that friendship again" 
"l'm not the only one tha' ‘as to give. Fuck Bruce, everyfing | say you fight me on!" 


"You never fucking bend Harry! It has to be your way all the fucking time and no, if | think you're wrong l'm 
going to tell you and not sit back and agree just to keep the peace!" 


"Bollocks! I've bent over bludi backwards to try to keep fings from gettin’ out of controll" 
"When?! Give me one example of what you've done to accomplish that!" 


Fink a minute Bruce! ‘Ow many times haf | walked out of the room instea' of fightin! wif you? ‘Ow many times 


haf | let fings be changed cause somefink wasn’ to yer likin’? ‘Ow many times haf | let...” 
Bruce jumped to his feet, eyes blazing. 


"You lef, you lef That's exactly what | fucking mean Stevel Always in fucking control of everything and the 


rest be fucking damned!" 


Steve slammed his glass down on the table, the shattering of the crystal making Bruce's eyes widen. The 
bassist was on his feet as well, stepping into Bruce, eyes black with anger. 


"You arrogant cunt! You fink | do it because | Jike to? When everyfink is said and done mate, it's all on MY arse! 
You go off to yer flyin’ and yer solo shit and everyfing else and I'm lef* ‘oldin’ the bludi bag! You fink | wouldn’ 
like to be off playin’ footie, or tennis, or spendin time wif me family? | am not doin’ all this for just me Bruce, 


| do it for the band and | do it for all of us!" 


Bruce stepped closer, his chest pushing against Steve's. 


"Don't blame me for what Maiden has cost you Harry! | know what you've had to go through, even if | wasn't 
here you think | didn't pay attention to what was going on? You were part of my life for a long fucking time, 
and | never forgot what you meant to me! The one that forgot that was youl" 


"| didn’ forget anyfink! You walked away, you couldn’ ‘ang round and try to work fings out!" 
"There was nothing left to work out! It was all or nothing, remember?" 


"No Bruce, that was youl | didn’ haf any problem wif you doin’ the fings outside the band, until it started 
fuckin’ wif Maiden! And once you decided it was nofink, you fucked off every chance you got! The tour, the 
band, the fans, none of it meant a fing to you! You didn’ even make a fuckin' effort to look like you gave a 


damn!" 
"Wrong Steve! That's where you are so fucking wrong! What did that was yod" 
"Me? ‘Ow the fuck was it me?" 


"When | told you | was leaving, that was it for you. You shut me out completely, never even considering for 
one fucking minute that no matter what happened with the band, the tour, the fans or any of that wasn't 
what was making it so fucking hard! You selfish bastard! You never for one second even thought about how 
hard it was for me did you? Too busy thinking about Maiden, not giving a damn about how it was tearing 
either of us up personally! Well | did! And | gave a damn!" 


The two had moved closer, eyes locked, the dark brown of Steve's staring into Bruce's chocolate brown orbs. 


Bruce felt Steve's heart hammering in his chest, the deep breaths he was taking pushing his ribs into Bruce's. 
"Fink again Brucel | ‘ad no choice but to fink of Maiden! You announce that you don’ wanna be wif the band 
anymore, and you plan to up and leaf righ' after the tour! | ‘ad to put aside anyfing | was feelin’ and take care 


of fings! As bludi usual, / ‘ad fo take care of fings" 


"No Steve, you didn't! Not right that bloody moment in time! But instead of dealing with what you were feeling 


you turned inward and used the band as an excuse not to face up to it!" 

"An' wot was | feelin’ Bruce? Since you know me so fuckin’ well?" 

Bruce opened his mouth, another scathing reply ready to leap from his lips. Something in Steve's eyes gave 
him pause, for the briefest moment a flicker of pain, followed by spark of... Bruce felt a flash of heat curl 
through his stomach and head straight to his groin. 


Fuck it; if he kicks my arse then I guess | was wrong. 


Bruce's hands shot out, his fingers curling around Steve's biceps. Before Steve could react, he yanked him 


forward, nearly knocking the air from his own lungs. 


Now or never Dickinson, your balls big enough to do this? 

Steve's eyes couldn't have gotten any wider when Bruce's mouth covered his. Instinct, reaction, he had no idea 
what it was that made his mouth open, Bruce's tongue darting inside to lick over his, the smaller man's fingers 
digging into his arms. A heated groan filled his mouth, sucked into his lungs as Steve tried to grab a breath, 


his hands coming up to shove Bruce away. 


The two men staggered apart, Bruce licking his lips and watching Steve as the bassist shook his head, the long 


locks of hair flinging around his face. 

"Wot the fuck?!" 

"| told you. | gave a damn" 

Steve shook his head again, backing up and sitting heavily on the edge of the bed. He rested his elbows on his 
knees, leaning forward and dropping his face in his hands. Bruce sighed, crossing the room and sitting beside 
him. 

"Look Harry..." 

"You kissed me. Not only did you kiss me, you kissed me" 

"You wanted to know what | was feeling, now you know." 

Steve lifted his head, turning his face to look at Bruce, eyes haunted. 

"Why now? After ‘ow many years why now, Bruce?" 


Bruce shrugged, avoiding Steve's eyes. 


"Maybe to make you understand that while walking away from Maiden was hard, it was even harder walking 


away from you" 
"Why didnt you say anyfing then?" 

"Would it have mattered?" 

Bruce felt a sad smile cross his face when Steve laughed. 
"| don’ know mate y'know?" 


Bruce wiped his hands on his thighs and pushed himself to his feet. 


"This would probably be a good time for me to leave." 


"Bruce." 


Bruce stopped, keeping his back to Steve. He didn't think Steve would actually tell him he was out of the band, 
but if things had been strained before they could only get worse after this. 


"Is this somefink you've done before or is it somefink you only wanted to do wif me?" 

Bruce shrugged. 

"Couple times, but it was after | left Maiden" 

"So you didn’ fink about it wif me before you left?" 

Bruce sighed, tilting his head back and closing his eyes. 

Truth Steve? Or are you just trying to make me feel less of a git? 

"As | said Harry, | gave a damn" 

Bruce nearly jumped out of his skin when Steve spoke again, his voice right behind him. 

"Me too, y'know?" 

Bruce slowly turned to find Steve grinning at him, his head cocked. 

"Wait a bloody minute Harris. Are you saying..2" 

Steve shrugged, a faint blush appearing on his cheeks. 

"I dont know Bruce. But must be somefink cause I'm not tryin to kick yer arse." 

Bruce stepped closer, lifting a hand and running his thumb over Steve's bottom lip. His eyes drifted closed, a 
soft spill of air flowing over the tip of Bruce's thumb. Bruce slid his hand down onto Steve's neck, slipping 
under the thick mass of hair and cupping the back. Another step brought their bodies together, Bruce tilting 
his chin up slightly and drawing Steve forward, 

Right Bruce, you're going to wake up any second in your room with your cock about to burst through your jeans 


and when you go downstairs to meet Harry he's gonna be right pissed because you're late and you're gonna end up 
having a great bloody row cause there is no way he is really standing here waiting for you to kiss him 


The soft touch of his lips against Steve's drew another groan from somewhere deep in Bruce's chest. 
Fine mate, its a bloody dream, then don't let me fucking wake up, at least not Hil.. 


Bruce moved his mouth gently, rubbing his lips over Steve's, letting the tip of his tongue dart forward to 
trace the swell of Steve's bottom lip. Steve's mouth parted, the first tentative touch of his tongue against 
Bruce's sending another bolt of heat straight to his cock, the front of his jeans becoming decidedly 


uncomfortable. 

Steve's hands found their way to Bruce's hips, his fingers creeping around to his back and digging into the hard 
muscle. Becoming bolder, he pressed his tongue forward, tasting the inside of Bruce's mouth. He grunted when 
Bruce's arm wrapped around his waist, pulling him hard against his compact body, Bruce's crotch rubbing 


against his thigh. A denim clad leg pushed between his, the hard thigh pressing against him, his cock aching as 
he rubbed against it. 


Steve took a step back, eyes unsure, when Bruce suddenly pulled away, both men breathing heavily. 

"Wot..." 

"If this is gonna fuck us up worse than we already are, tell me now and I'm off for a happy wank in my room." 
"If you fink yer walkin’ out of ‘ere now mate, you are gonna get yer arse kicked.” 

Bruce grinned, grabbing the bottom of his shirt and pulling it over his head. 

"That's all | wanted to know." 

The burst of nervous laughter from the bassist cut off as Bruce's mouth covered his, the careful exploration 
gone, replaced by an urgent hunger. Bruce tugged Steve's shirt out of his jeans, his hands reaching under to 
stroke the hair-roughened skin, feeling the muscles jump under his fingers. Bruce's tongue explored Steve's 
mouth, licking over his tongue and rubbing the tip over his teeth, wrestling with Steve's before pulling back and 
letting it chase his, letting out another deep groan as Steve licked the roof of his mouth. 

Steve explored the strong back under his fingers, the skin softer than he expected, the hard planes of muscle 
a contrast to the soft curves he was used to. He ran his hands down to the small of Bruce's back, feeling the 
hair under his fingers and kneading the muscles as their tongues continued to explore. He felt Bruce mumble 
something into his mouth, reluctantly drawing his head back and breaking the kiss. 

"Wot did you say?" 


Bruce tugged his shirt up. 


"I said too many bloody clothes mate, get this off now" 


Steve snorted, lifting his arms to allow Bruce to drag the shirt over his head before letting his hands come to 
rest on Bruce's shoulders. His hand slid down, his fingers trembling as they touched the thick hair over Bruce's 
pecs. Bruce stayed still, trying to hold his breath as Steve's fingers explored his skin, afraid to shatter the 
moment by moving, still worried that one wrong move would send the dark haired bassist bolting away. The 


first light touch on his nipple was too much, his breath releasing in a heavy sigh. 
"| ‘ave no fuckin’ clue wot I'm doing ‘ere Bruce." 
"You're doing it right, fuck are you doing it right.” 


Steve's other hand suddenly touched Bruce's face, the rough pads of his fingers exploring the skin. Steve could 
feel the roughness of the hair, not quite a shadow but still there under his fingers. Bruce placed his palms flat 
on Steve's chest, using his thumbs to stroke the nipples, delighting in the soft groan that vibrated under his 
hands. Steve leaned in, extending the tip of his tongue and tracing the line of Bruce's jaw. 


"Fucking hell Harry...” 


Bruce closed his eyes, a shudder running through him as the wet rasp of Steve's tongue explored his neck. He 
slid a hand up into the mass of curls, tugging them gently. Tilting his head back, Bruce groaned as Steve nipped 
his throat, soothing the spot with his tongue and licking his way down to the hollow at the base, stopping to 
suck the skin. 


"Not that I'm not enjoying this immensely Harry, but do you think we can continue this on the bed before my 


bloody knees give out?" 


Bruce felt him chuckle against his throat, yipping when Steve nipped him again Steve lifted his head, looking into 
Bruce's eyes. Bruce felt his heart sink, behind the lust filled gaze was something he wasn't sure of but had 


him kicking himself mentally for breaking whatever spell they were under. 
For fuck's sake Dickinson, can you never know when to keep your fucking mouth shut? 


Bruce swore, twisting away and grabbing his shirt off the floor. He headed for the door, not wanting to hear 
Steve say he had changed his mind, just wanting to get out of there as fast as possible and get back to his 
room. He had barely made it three steps before Steve grabbed him around the waist, pulling him back against 
his body. 


"Bruce wot the fuck is wrong wif you?" 
Steve's other arm came around him, those wonderfully rimble fingers teasing over his stomach and down to 


the waistband of his jeans. Bruce leaned back, rubbing his arse slowly over the hard cock pressed against it, 
hearing the hiss of Steve's indrawn breath. 


"I fought | was supposed to be the one ‘oo didn’ know wot they were doin.” 
| thought you'd changed your mind." 

Steve laughed, giving Bruce's shoulder a nip. 

"You fink too much." 


Bruce groaned, reaching back and slipping his hand between their bodies, cupping his hand under Steve's balls 
and squeezing gently. Steve growled, arching into his hand. 


"So you haven't?" 

Bruce yelped, his back bowing, thrusting hard into the hand that suddenly gripped his cock 

"lll take that as a no." 

Turning in Steve's arms, he kissed him hard. 

‘| want you to fuck me." 

Steve grabbed his hips, pulling him forward and rubbing their cocks together, tipping his head back and allowing 
Bruce to burrow into his neck, sucking and licking the skin. He walked backwards, letting Bruce push him toward 
the bed, dropping his hands down to Bruce's ass and squeezing the firm globes. 


"Bludi ‘ell Bruce, like fuckin’ rock!" 


Bruce laughed, never stopping his random paths over the skin of Steve's neck. Steve stopped when the back of 
his legs hit the bed, letting go of Bruce's arse and giving him a gentle push back 


Bruce narrowed his eyes, again unsure of what the bassist was thinking. 
Steve grinned, toeing off his trainers and reaching for the button on his jeans. 


Bruce tossed the shirt in his hand over his shoulder, grinning back and toeing off his shoes as well. Stepping 
forward, he pushed Steve's hands away and popped the button open, taking a deep breath before grabbing the 
tab of the zipper and pulling it down. He rubbed his cheek over Steve's chest, turning his head and licking over 
the hair around his nipple, circling it with his tongue in ever shrinking curves until the hard bud was under his 
tongue. Steve groaned, arching his back and running his fingers through Bruce's hair as teeth closed around 
the peak, tugging it gently before it was soothed by a rough lick, the raspy tongue flicking across his chest 
and finding the other nipple as well, nipping and teasing it to a hard point. 


Bruce licked back to the center of Steve's chest, working a wandering path down onto his stomach as he slowly 


sank to his knees, his hands pulling the jeans over Steve's hips. Tugging them down his thighs, Bruce grinned up 
at him as the base of Steve's cock came into view. 


"Still going commando | see." 


Steve laughed, watching as Bruce pulled the jeans down his legs, lifting each foot to let him draw them off. He 


groaned when Bruce's hand closed around his cock, giving it several hard strokes. 

"Christ almighty...” 

Steve cupped the back of Bruce's head as he licked the head of his cock, tasting the precum gathered on the 
tip before taking it inside the wet heat of his mouth. Steve slid his hand under Bruce's chin, feeling the working 
of his jaw as he sucked the head of his cock deep, lips tight around the shaft, swallowing down to the base and 
sucking hard as he drew back up the shaft, his hand cupping Steve's balls, rubbing his thumb over the firm 
eggs inside the sac. 

Fuckin’ ‘ell Bruce, unless you want me to shoot off in yer mouf you'd bludi well better stop...” 

Bruce sucked Steve deep again, holding him for a moment before drawing his head back slowly, lapping his 
tongue over the underside of his cock, letting it slip from his mouth. Pushing himself to his feet, he undid the 
button on his jeans, his eyes drifting closed when Steve leaned in to kiss him, his tongue pushing into Bruce's 
mouth. Bruce groaned when Steve pushed his hands away, unzipping the tight jeans and shoving them down, 
grunting when Bruce's cock slapped against his. Steve drew his head back, resting his forehead against Bruce's. 
"Not the only one goin’ commando." 

Bruce laughed, reaching between them and taking both cocks in his hand, wanking them slowly. 

"We need some sort of lube." 

Steve hissed, pushing his hips forward against Bruce's hand. 

"Like wot?" 

"Lotion of some kind will do." 

Steve grabbed the hand stroking their cocks, pulling it away. 

"For fuck's sake Bruce, | don’ ‘ave anyfing like that.” 


Bruce grabbed a handful of Steve's hair, wrapping it around his fist. 


"| know you have conditioner..." 


"In me bag." 


Bruce let go of his hair, pulling his jeans off and scrambling up on the bed, scooting to the middle as he 
watched Steve retrieve the bottle. He moaned, his hand going to his cock and rubbing his palm over the head 
as Steve turned and walked back to the bed, his eyes wandering slowly up and down the bassist's body. Steve 
grinned, ducking his head and feeling the flash of heat in his cheeks at Bruce's scrutiny, the singer's eyes hot 
under the heavy lids. Joining him on the bed, he moved between Bruce's legs. 


"Ow should we..." 

Bruce grabbed Steve's wrist, taking the bottle and flipping the cap open with one hand, carefully pouring some 
of the thick liquid over his fingers. Closing the cap, he dropped the bottle on the bed and guided Steve's hand 
down 

"One finger at first, but easy. Don't just bloody shove it in" 

Steve nodded, curling his other fingers back into his palm. Bruce lifted his legs, closing his eyes and letting out 
a soft hiss as the tip of Steve's finger touched the tight pucker. Willing himself to relax, he pushed down to 
meet the probing tip, letting out a gasp as it slipped inside. 

Steve bit his lip, carefully easing his finger deeper, feeling the ring of muscle close around it, the hot buttery 
soft walls inside Bruce's arse making his cock twitch. He pulled his finger back a bit, easing it forward again, his 
eyes going to Bruce's face as he groaned. 

"Does it ‘urt?" 


"Bloody hell no, fuck, add another." 


Steve laughed; pulling out and uncurling another finger, pressing them both to the hole, noticing how it opened 
much easier even with the added finger. Bruce reached between his legs and cupped his balls, massaging them 
firmly, rolling his hips up and groaning as Steve began to slowly finger fuck him. He nearly lost it, his body 
arching hard off the bed when Steve's hand covered his, joining in the rough manipulation of his sac. 


"Fuck Harry, stop touching my balls and get your cock inside me before | fucking come!" 


Bruce pushed both their hands away, grabbing Steve's wrist and withdrawing his fingers. Steve sat back on his 
haunches, laughing as Bruce struggled to get the cap open on the bottle. 


"Stop your bloody laughing and help me Harris. Ah!" 


Bruce dumped some of the liquid onto his hand, flipping the cap closed and tossing the bottle off the bed. 


Sitting up, he wrapped his other arm around Steve's neck and pulled him down, kissing him hard, using his 


tongue to fuck Steve's mouth. Steve nearly shot off the bed when the cold liquid was smeared over the head 
of his cock and stroked down the shaft. Growling, he wrestled Bruce's tongue with his own, pushing him back on 
the bed and moving closer, pressing the tip of his cock against Bruce's arse. 


Bruce turned his head, breaking the kiss. 
"Easy Harry, one slow steady push...” 


Steve nodded, slowly pressing his hips forward, hissing through his teeth as the tight ring stretched around 
the head. Bruce lifted his legs higher, rolling his hips up and groaning as the head popped inside, the shaft 
sinking into his body until Steve's hips were flush against him, his balls nestled snugly into his crack 


Bruce wrapped his legs around Steve's waist, groaning as he slowly withdrew. Another easy push forward, this 


time drawing a muttered curse. 

"Fuck me Harry. I'm not gonna fucking break dammit" 

"Just lettin’ you get used to it Bruce, it's not the first arse I've ‘ad me dick in" 
Bruce raised one eyebrow, grinning up at him. 

"You perverted fuck!" 


Steve laughed, pulling back and letting the head of his cock rest inside Bruce. Reaching between them he 
wrapped his hand around Bruce's cock Bruce closed his eyes, grumbling as Steve held still, his cock and his 


hand frozen in place. 
"Harry! For fuck's sake! Oh fuck" 


The last words were bellowed as Steve drove forward, snapping his hips and hammering balls deep into Bruce, 
his hand wanking him hard, matching the fast pounding of his hips. Bruce moved his legs higher around him, 
angling himself to feel Steve's cock rub over his prostate, his hands finding the hard points of Steve's nipples, 
rolling and pulling the nubs. 


Steve groaned, his control snapping at the insistent tugging on his chest, his cock held in the hot vise of 
Bruce's arse, the walls seeming to throb around him as he fucked him hard. Sweat covered skin slid and 
rubbed, Steve's long curls of hair tickling Bruce's chest as he rocked over him, the rough hair of his groin 


grinding against Bruce's balls. 
"Fuck harder Steve harder..." 


Steve grunted, his hips powering his cock fast and hard into Bruce, his balls tightening, preparing to unload 
inside the twisting man beneath him. Bruce tried to think of anything to stop his orgasm, the rough fucking of 


his ass and the hard calloused fingers milking his cock driving him to the brink, a loud scream leaving his 
throat and exploding from his mouth as his cock throbbed in Steve's hand, the first geyser of come shooting 
over his chest and onto his shoulder, lesser shots coating his stomach and groin, the last bit spurting weakly 


from the slit and dribbling down over the hand still working the flesh. 

Steve threw his head back, letting out a loud howl, the tendons in his neck standing out as he slammed hard 
into Bruce, his eyes screwing shut as his come shot from his cock, coating the grasping walls, feeling the 
muscles ripple as Bruce tightened around him, drawing every bit of seed from his balls. 

Body shaking, Steve collapsed on top of Bruce, feeling the shudders run through the smaller man, the long 
strings of come smearing between them. With a groan, Steve buried his face in Bruce's neck, licking the salty 
skin Bruce's hands rubbed over his back, his legs unlocking from around him to fall to the bed. Both men 
panted heavily, trying to catch their breath before moving, feeling the last shudders run through their still 
joined bodies. 

"Bludi 'ell." 


Bruce laughed, carefully moving Steve's hair out of his face and smoothing it back over his shoulder. Steve 
lifted his head and peered down at him, grinning back. 


"| don't usually come tha’ bludi fast y'know." 

"Twenty plus years of foreplay what do you expect?" 

Steve carefully eased out of Bruce and rolled over on his back. 

"So..." 

"Wot?" 

Bruce suddenly felt unsure again, wondering if this had been a one time thing, or the start of something, how 
Steve was going to feel in the morning, or would he even be here in the morning, would it be awkward or 


would... 


Bruce grunted in surprise as Steve suddenly rolled back over and kissed him hard, fucking Bruce's mouth with 
his tongue until Bruce was literally gasping for air. Lifting his head, Steve grinned down at him. 


"You fink as much as you fuckin’ talk. And | need a shower." 


With a groan, Steve rolled off the bed and headed for the loo, stopping in the doorway and looking back at 
Bruce. 


"So you comin’ or wot?" 


Bruce grinned and scrambled off the bed, letting out a groan as his arse reminded him to move gently. Steve 
laughed, watching him as he walked carefully past him into the bathroom. 


"Should ‘ave grabbed the conditioner on the way by mate." 


